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Bruce was initially intent on giving as good as he got, but somehow the intensity behind Steve's ferocious 
kisses was near impossible to replicate. Instead he could only dance along, allowing himself to be walked 
backwards until his back hit the wall, strong bass roughened hands cupping his cheeks as the kiss turned 
frantic. Their teeth clashed and Steve ran his tongue slowly over the roof of Bruce's mouth, making the 
younger man moan softly. Years had last passed since they were last this intimately involved, and even 
decades since the backstage area had been the setting. 


With a gasp Steve broke the kiss, pulling back a couple of inches so he could admire the shorter man's round 
face, and for the first time in forever Bruce felt his cheeks burn a lovely crimson shade. He wasn't shy by 
any meaning, but the adoring scrutiny and the way those chocolate orbs burned with affection were enough to 


raise the trait, his own gaze momentarily dropping to the floor. 


‘You're acting like you've never seen me before, ‘Arry,' breathed the singer, dimples digging deep into his 


cheeks as he smiled. 


He raised a hand to gently flick one of Steve's still long curls over his shoulder, tucking several stray ones 
behind Steve's ear to join the mane. A mane that, despite the bassist having passed the sixty mark, remained 


chestnut brown and rather full. 


‘| feel like it, cor, Bruce... murmured Steve, his wide blown pupils engulfing the irises, but his expression was 


sombre rather than lustful. 


Bruce noticed the way Steve's adams apple bobbed as he swallowed hard, and he didn't miss the slight quiver 
of the older man's bottom lip when he delivered the words. Of course he had known Steve would have been 
terrified by the ordeal he himself went through, all his family had been, and it still lingered at the back of 
their minds whenever they went on stage. All the friends, the acquaintances, the fans. He had wanted to spare 
everyone the suffering at the time but despite that, Steve had naturally been one of the first to know and 
carry the burden with him. Now the illness was long gone, or so it seemed, but it would be a lie to say it 
hadn't altered their dynamics and their perspective of life. It would be a lie to say Steve hadn't become notably 


sweeter since Bruce's recovery. Even after all this time, it clearly got to the older mon. 


‘| know what you're thinking, Steve. Don't go there again. I'm fine, I've got myself back together. I'm running 
around on stage like a fucking bat out of Hell, I'd like to think of that as proof I'm alright, eh?” Bruce took the 


opportunity to reprimand, giving an imperceptible frown, 


Steve could only nod, but the action was so weak it came off as more of a forwards tip of the head. Bruce bit 
his bottom lip, he hadn't really seen Steve so caught up in anything, so unable to let it slip in the thirty plus 
years they had known each other. He really hadn't believed this would be such a hard blow come time to let 
the fear go and move on, but then he should have judged by the sense of the kiss alone. When was the last 
time Steve had kissed him like that? Or at all, for that matter? 


‘Steve? Mate? I'm right here,’ cooed the singer, still not used to this more vulnerable Steve, reaching out to 


attempt to soothe and pressing his forehead lightly against the older man's, their noses brushing. 


l'm sorry. l'm just.. | was fuckin’ terrified, lost ‘alf me mind an’ all me marbles. | thought this was it, | 
thought... Steve trailed off with a heavy sigh, placing a quick peck on the younger man's lips as if to reassure 
himself he was really there. ‘I thought I'd lose ye, without tellin’ ye ‘ow important ye are to me. It doesn't 
matter ‘ow many days pass, not when | see ye on stage each an’ every day, an’ l'm reminded where ye could 


‘ave been.. | don't think | could ‘ave bloody lived without ye, ye bleedin’ sod: 


Bruce couldn't help it, he wasn't one to swoon easily but his heart skipped a beat nonetheless, in a bittersweet 
manner. It leapt up in his throat only to drop back down and pick up its pace, drumming away against his 
ribcage. Steve was a man of very few words when expressing his personal emotions, not counting his song 
lyrics or the occasional family oriented thing, so Bruce couldn't help but feel rewarded and blessed when 
treated with the same kind of reverence so rarely shown. Was the smaller man beginning to realize that he 
meant more to the bassist than he had always been so quick to deduce? It left him without words, had him 


gobsmacked and left without wits for once in his life. 


‘| didn't know when was the best time to tell ye, | kept ‘oldin’ out. | thought, after the final scan would be a 
good time. For better or for worse, eh? But | bloody chickened out. Ye already ‘ad a lot goin’, an’ | didn't want 
ta be the one ta spoil it fer ye. Yer kids, Paddy. | saw ‘ow ‘appy ye were with them when we met up, ye were 
practically bloody beamin'! | didn't think | fit into the pretty picture, an' | was meanin' ta tell ye later on as well, 
| was tryin’ ta find a good opportunity, but it never came, | s'pose,' Steve finally confessed, blinking rapidly but 
Bruce still caught sight of the wetness brimming along the fair dark lashes. 


‘Why do you always got to assume | don't value you as highly, eh? You're my friend, you're more than that, 
whatever it is we are. Either way, it doesn't matter, you know | treasure you, you bastard,’ chuckled the 
smaller man, his hand slipping higher as he ran his thumb beneath Steve's eye to catch the blooming dampness 
lingering there. 


‘| know, bloody ‘ell, do | know. I'm just an ol' git, ain't 1? Too much of a bleedin’ sod to tell ye ‘ow | feel, sighed 
the bassist, and Bruce's eyes felt suddenly prickly and a bit teary as well. 


‘Are you trying to turn into a bird here? Say what you gotta say, we both know you have the balls for it, its 
the sort of things you're oh so good at. Either that or you're in for the bollocking of a life time, mate, Bruce 


encouraged wittily, despite the watery sheen welling up to cloud his own vision, with a huge grin on his face. 


Steve rolled his eyes, but Bruce knew the gesture was done out of fondness rather than annoyance. He knew 
Steve to be quite shy, but he only got impossible with words when he had something meaningful to either 
himself or a second part involved in his heart. However, the revelation - that come to think of it, the singer 
had already figured out - was postponed when warm lips met his again, gliding against them in a soft chaste 
kiss. 


The relief washed through his tense body, making Bruce seek close bodily contact as he allowed his arms to 
drop and lark themselves tightly around Steve's slim waist. Pulling the older man in while he begun to rub 
soothing circles along his lower back, the singer opened up his mouth to be met with yet another mind blowing 
kiss. Bruce felt his knees buckle, the tongue entering his mouth ghosting over all the right places and when it 
left, he nearly whimpered with loss. 


‘You rather know how to make me want more, you smug arse, chuckled the younger man, but it quickly 


turned into a gasp of surprise as the older began spilling tender pecks along his jaw. 


Moving one hand, Steve tilted Bruce's head to the side and the singer was quick to catch on and offer further 

access to the column of his throat, shivering lightly when expert lips came into contact with his warm skin. His 
pulse hammering away, Bruce's eyes slid shut as the side of his neck was assaulted. The bassist was of course 
cautious not to leave any visible marks along the jugular, but it didn't take away the pleasurable sensation of a 
heated tongue lapping against one of the smaller man's most erogenous zones. Steve knew how to play him just 


as well as he played his own bass guitar. 


Shuddering at a sudden, unsuspected nip to his pulse point, Bruce felt the tingles of near insatiable desire 
course down his spine to stab his groin. Not that he couldn't ignore it despite the growing evidence of his 
arousal, just to keep the flame currently lit alive. A second hard shudder wracked his body though, when the 
taller man tongued his way upwards until he met the tender patch of skin hidden behind the singer's ear. It 
made the younger man choke on his breath, feeling the heat of moist breaths before the mouth travelled 
upwards to nip at his earlobe. 


Bruce's undoing came when the bassist dipped his tongue into the shell of the younger man's ear, pistoning it 
so he could move it in and out in slow motion. Almost as if fucking the cavern he kept a steady rhythm, and 
that thought alone made Bruce cling to the older man; made him fist the fabric of Steve's sleeveless black 
shirt in his hands for support as to steady himself. The ministrations made the younger man's cock throb, 
twitching where it remained trapped in his pants like the treacherous bastard it was when the bassist blew a 
gust of hot air into his ear. 


‘Steve... fucking hell. murmured the singer overtaken by the sensations coursing through him. 
‘Ye could say tha’ again, replied Steve with an almost cocky tone. 


Opening his dazed eyes and picking up his head to look at the older man, Bruce couldn't help but allow another 
tremor to pass through him at the affection and - was it possible? - love shining right back at him. However, 
he was given less time to deliberately think it over when Steve shifted against him. One hand was now resting 
low on his hip, thumb rubbing the jut of a much protruding hip bone, through the layer of cargo fabric. The 
second dropped lower, cupping the eager hardness, now straining and aching for relief. 


‘Ye want me ta.” asked the taller man with no need to finish the sentence, his dark doe eyes just a tad 


insecure. 


‘Tuck, yes, panted Bruce, his hips pushing forwards to feel more of that hand hovering tentatively right above 
his crotch. 


He might have been willing to disobey and downright ignore his libido up until that point, but the direct offer to 
have it seamlessly taken care of weighed out any other options. Besides, that was by far the most satisfying 
outcome on his part. If he knew Steve just right, there'd be some more time given to mapping out his neck 


while one hand wanked him skilfully. And he could live with that experience. 


Steve however jumped into action as if someone had tazed him, both hands working quickly but clumsily on the 
buttons of the singer's beige cargo pants until they got them open and were able to part the flaps of the fly. 
The eager bulge was already much evident through the thin layer of a pair of black boxer briefs. 


The older man pausing only momentarily, Bruce thought he might go insane as his gaze dropped down to watch 
what he knew to be an immensely talented hand linger right above its goal. When it finally slipped beneath the 
confines of too tight underwear, the singer's eyes rolled back into his head; his mouth falling open. The course 


pad of Steve's callused thumb ran over the head to smear any traces of wetness, the scent of lust thickening 


in the air before both hands crooked to pull down the hem of the briefs. Bruce grunted when his cock bounced 
free, standing engorged at proud attention It pulsed persistently, but knowing what was awaiting him, Bruce 
didn't mind having Steve hold out on this sweet torture just a little bit longer. 


However, the singer wasn't prepared for what happened next as the bassist's lips left the spot right above his 
collarbone that they'd been occupying, the saliva cooling on the smaller man's skin sending an odd and 
unexpected electrical current south. With a thump, bare knees connected with the cement floor as long curls 
slid through Bruce's fingers and when he opened his eyes, the singer found himself surprisingly staring down at 
the older man kneeling at his feet through hooded lids. Both hands gently fisting the mane of chestnut locks 


within them, he swallowed. 


‘Since when do you get a kick out of this, Harry..?" mused the smaller man breathily, raising an eyebrow in 


question. 


‘Since it's yer prick I'll be suckin’, the bassist flushed, and gave Bruce no time to offer a snarky reply, running 
the pad of his tongue along the now dripping cock head. 


‘Oh - fuck.! the singer moaned, pushing his head back against the wall but forcing his eyes to remain wide 
open as he watched how the older man popped the fat tip of his straining dick into his mouth almost like a 
popsicle. 


He could only remember one other occasion Steve had ever given him head. It had happened early on in their 
intimate relationship, during the Beast on the Road days, and it had been the first and only time as the older 
man had made it rather clear that he wasn't much into using his mouth for sexual purposes. Bruce in turn 
had been a bit pouty - as he was very much the other way around, always keen to offer oral services - but 
had respected the wish. He'd never inclined for Steve to blow him since. Besides the bassist more than made 
up for the lack of oral performance by using his tireless fingers. Needless to say, the singer just hadn't 


expected to ever see the day when Steve voluntarily dropped down and opened up wide for him. 


Speaking of Steve, Bruce had a rather hard time keeping focus as the fog clouded his mind when that warm 
wet cavern took him deeper, inch by inch. A little more than half ways, and Steve stopped to cover the 
remaining length with a big hand as he tried to get used to having a mouth crammed full of dick. It wasn't 
hard to see how unused to the task the man was. His dark eyes were halfway shut and slightly glossy, face 
flushed crimson red with a sheen of sweat visible along the hair line. The wild curly bangs were sticking to tan 
skin, and Bruce couldn't help but weave his hands deeper into the silky soft waves albeit hesitant to actually 
urge Steve to move or do anything out of his comfort zone. When the bassist swallowed, Bruce literally 
growled out loud, and he glanced down to find amused chocolate orbs staring back up at him. Besides, the vision 
of Steve getting a mouthful of his cock, was enough to make the smaller man's balls tighten significantly all on 


its own. 


Bruce stuck his tongue out but almost regretted it when Steve moved his head upwards, pressing his teasing 
tongue against the thick vein straining along the underside of the shaft in his mouth, almost causing Bruce to 
bite his own off in the process. The bolts of electrical currents went down into the singer thighs and up into 


his chest as he allowed himself to focus on every flick of the slippery tongue, every cheek hollowing suckle 
that made his cock swell and nearly jump as he got closer to sweet release. The free hand slid around to dip 
into the open pants and cup one ass cheek, kneading and squeezing the firm globe while mouth and hand began 


to work in tandem. A bold fingertip swirled around the entrance hidden between the mounds being played. 


Upwards stroke and the tip of Steve's tongue pressing against the sensitive slit at the head, lapping precum. 
Downward stroke and the man swallowed around the length engulfed, the constriction milking it. The singer was 
in heaven, tugging the hair trapped between his fingers as if he was holding onto a pair of reigns. Urging Steve 
to go faster, and his wish was complied to without complaint. The finger dipped into the entrance but only 


vaguely, earning a mewl of approval. 


The tightening began in the smaller man's balls and made them pull up, the heat settling in a burning knot of 
fire at the base of his spine and the pit of his stomach. He couldn't stop the orgasm now if he wanted to, but 
he could warn Steve of the impending release. Using a shaky knee he nudged Steve's shoulder, giving him a 
meaningful look - which might have come out wonky given his wanton expression - when all sense of coherent 
speech had left him in favour of grunts and whimpers. The bassist acknowledged the fact that he had caught 
the message, but didn't pull back, instead he took Bruce deeper and the younger man could see him struggling 
not to gag as he swallowed and sucked hard before pulling up and flickering his tongue over the head. The 
bassist chose that very moment to push his finger into the entrance, immediately finding the spot it was used 
to caressing and jabbing it forcefully. The last deep suckle accompanied by a firm pressure to his prostate 
applied did Bruce in, and he came with a whine as his vision went black and his toes curled, thick warm seed 


shooting into the awaiting mouth. 


In the time it took for the younger man to catch his breath, Steve tucked him back in and sweetly buttoned 
his pants back up. When his eyes opened, the bassist was already standing upright and holding onto him, keeping 
him steady while his blood slowly drained from his groin. Somewhere in the back of his head, Bruce registered 
that Steve must have swallowed everything. Not that the singer minded, it just came as an unexpected 
surprise. However, as strong arms came around him and held him closely, although gently, as if he might 
break, Bruce forgot all about the questions Steve's impromptu stunt had raised. He instead treasured the way 
Steve was burying his face at the side of his neck, nuzzling the bare flesh sweetly. He felt the warm breath 
wispering past his ear as the bassist's nose nestled into his short gray hair. 


‘| love you, whispered Steve for the first time, in such a genuine voice that it struck a chord within Bruce's 


very core. 


Caught in the aftermath, still weak and vulnerable, the singer allowed the gratuitous tears of joy welling up in 
his eyes to spill over. 


